BARBARIAN STORIES

and killed two sheep and an ox, and fetched out the
skins of honey-beer and ran at the mouth at the
thought of it. And Blackbird put the baby into a
safe corner, and stuck her hair full of feathers and
red wool and began dancing.

A little after midnight, to judge by the stars,
Blackbird crept up on her hands and knees and
listened. The man was sleeping like a pig, with his
legs sprawling and his mouth open; she spat on to his
chest but he only belched slowly and twitched a hand.
Someone was singing brokenly at the far side of the
dun; after a minute or two it stopped. Even then
there was some noise, as the couples shifted and
grunted in their sleep with pleasure and drink. One
of the new girls was crying a little still. And then a
man close to her vomited suddenly and violently.
But by and by the whole space of men and beasts
dropped into an even rhythm of sleep sounds, and
Blackbird stood up. She stretched herself sharply
and blinked and swayed a little on her feet; all the
outside of her mind felt stupid and as if nothing
mattered, but inside she kept to her purpose and
gradually the heaviness of the drink fell from hei*
She had been passed about a good deal that evening,
but she had managed to take something from almost
every man, except once or twice, when she had felt
too drunk or worn out; now she had the things all
tied up in her skirt, gold brooches, pins, charms,
even one gold bracelet with quartz hammered into
it - that was from the last of them. Another thing
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